KALEIDOSCOPE  ONE

narrow room till the tropic day had dawned and speedily
the morning sun was glaring into the veranda. As
you know, in the tropics everyone is up and about by
six.

"Flinging myself into a chair, I seized some letter-
paper and began to write to her, anything, everything, a
cringing letter, in which I implored her forgiveness, pro-
claimed myself a madman and a villain, besought her to
trust me, to put herself in my hands after all. I swore that
I would disappear thereafter, from the town, the colony,
the world, if she wanted me to. Let her only forgive me
and trust me, allow me to help her in this supreme
moment.

"I covered twenty pages. It must have been a fantastic
letter, like one penned in a lunatic asylum or by a man in
the delirium of fever. When I had finished, I was drip-
ping with sweat and the room whirled round me as I rose
to my feet. Gulping down a glass of water, I tried to read
through what I had written, but the words swam before
my eyes. I reached for an envelope and then it occurred
to me to add something that might move her. Snatching
up the pen once more, I scrawled across the back of the
last page: 'Shall await a word of forgiveness here at the
hotel. If I don't hear from you before nightfall, I shall
shoot myself.*

"Closing the letter, I shouted for one of the boys and
told him to have the chit delivered instantly. There was
nothing more for me to do but to await an answer."

As if to mark this interval, it was somfe minutes before
he spoke again. When he did so, the words came with a
renewed impetus.

"Christianity has lost its meaning for me. The old
myths of heaven and hell no longer influence me. But if
there were a hell I should dread it little, for there could be
no hell worse than those hours I spent in the hotel. A